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The Prologue. 


SS. 
/ US 


| Our ſilence and attention worthy friends, (ſenſe, 
G\ That your free ſpirits may with more pleafin- 
1 Reliſh the life of this our actiue ſceanc, 
To whichintent, to calme this murmuring breath, 
We ring this round with our inuoking ſpelles, 
It that your liſtning eares be yet prepard 
To entertayne the ſubiect of our play, 
Lend vs your patience. =o 
Tis Peter Fabell a renowned Scholler, Rte: 
Whoſe fame hath ſtill beene hulierto ſorgot 
B y all che writers of this latter age. 
In Middle - ſex his birth and his abode, 
Not full ſeauen mile from this great famous C itty 
That for his fame in ſſeights and magicke won, 
Was calde the merry Fiend of Edmonton. 
It any heere make doubt of ſuch a name, 
In Edmonton yet freſh vnto this day, 
Fit in the wall of that old antient Church 
Hu monument remayneth to beſcenc; 
His memory yet in the mouths of men, 
That whilſt he liude he could dec eiue the Deuill. 
Imagine now that whilſt he is retirde, 
From Cambridge backe vnto his natiue home, 


Suppoſe the ſilent ſable vilagde night, | 
A 3 Caſts 
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Caſts her blacke curtaine ouer all the world, 
And u hilſt he ſleepes within his filent bed, 
Coylde with the ſtudies of the paſſed day: 
The very time and houre wherein that ſpirite 
That many yecres attended his commaund z 
And often tines ewixt Cainbridge and that towne, 
Had in a minute borne hunchrov: zh the ayre, 
By compoſitiontwixt the fiend and hun, Draw the curtaines, 
Comes now to claime the Scholler for his due. 
Behold him heere laide on his reſtloſle couch, 
IIis fatall chime prepared at his head, 
His chamber guarded with tlieſe {able 1 glits, 
And by him ſtands that Necromanticke chair e, 
Ja which he makes his diretull inuocations, 
And binds the fiends that ſhall obey his will, 
Sit with a pleaſed eye vntill you know 
Ihe Commicke end of our ſad I ragique ſhow. Exit. 


O what a trembling horror ſtrikes my hart! | 
My ſtiffned haire ſtands vpright on my head, 
As doc the briſtles of a porcupine. 


Fb merry Deni 


The Chime goes in which time Fabell is oft ſeene to ſtare about 
him, and hola vp his hand- 


Fa. What meanes the tolling of this fatall chime, 


Enter Coreb 4 Spirit. 
= Fabell awake, or I will beare thee hence headlong 


to hell. 


Fab. Ha, ha, why doſt thou wake me:? 


Corel, is it thou? 


Cor. Tis I. 
Fa. Iknowthee well, I heare the watchfull dogs, 


With hollow howling te'l of thy approch, 
The _ burne dim affrighted with thy preſence : 
Andt 


Tells me the ayreis troubled with ſome Deuill. 
Cor. Coine, art thou ready? 


18 diſtemperd and tempeſtuous night : 


| Fab. 
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of Edmonton. 
Fab. Whither ? or to what ? 
Cer. Why Scholler this the houre my date expires; | 
I muſt depart and come to elame wy due. 
Fa. Hah, what is thy due? I 
Cor. F abeit thy ſelfe, 
Fab. O let not darkenes heare thee peale that word, | 
- Leftthat with force it hurry hence amaine, 8 We 
Au leaucthe world tolooke vpon my woe. 400 
Let overwhelme me with this globe of earth, 
Aud ci little ſparrow with her bill, 
Take but ſo much as ſh-ecan beare away, 
That every day thus loſing of my load, 
I may agaire i time yet hope to riſe. 
Cor. Didil thou not write thy name in thine owne blood? 
And drewſt the formall deed rwixt thee and mee, 
At1d1-1t nc t tecorded now in hell? 
Fa. \\ hy comn:ſt thou in this ſterne and horred ſhape? 
Not in familiar fort as thou waſt wont. 
Cor. Becauſe the date ofthy command is out, 
And Iam maſter of thy skill and thee. 
Fa. Cereb,thou angry and impatient ſpirit, 
I haue earneſt buſines tor a priuate friend, 
Reſerue me ſpirit vntill ſome further time. 
Cor. I will not for the mines of all the earth. 
Fa, Thcnletmeriſc,anderelleavethe world, 
Diſpatch ſome buſines that Thaue to doe, 
And in meane time repoſe thee in that chayre. 
Cor. Fabell, I will. Si denne. 
Fs. O that this ſoule ihat coſt ſo great a price, 
As tlie deere pretious blood of her redeemer, 
Inſpirde with knowledge, ſhould by that alone 
; Which makes a man ſo meane vnto the powers, 
Euen lead bim downe into the depth of hell, 
When men ia their owne pride ſtriue to know more 
then man ſhould no.] 
For this alone God call the Angelles own, a 
The in inny of Acts is like a ſea, 1 
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The merry Deuill 
Into which when man will take in hand to ſaile 
Further then reaſon, which ſhould be his pilot, 
Hath skill to guide him, loſing once his compaſſe, 
He falleth to ſuch deepe and dangerous whitlepooles, 
As he doth loſe the very ſight of heauen: 
The more he ſtriuet to come to quiet harbor, 
The further ſtill he finds hamfelfe from land, 
M an ſteiuing (till to finde the depth of euil,, 


See ling to be a God, becomes a Deuill. 


Cor. Come Pabell haſt thou done? 

Fab. Ves, yes, come hither. 

Cor Fabell l cannot. 

Fav. Cannot, what ailes your liolloꝶ nes? 

Cor. Good Fabel helpe me. 

Fab. Alas where lies your griefeꝰ ſome Aqua- vitæ, 
The Deull's very ſicke, l feare hee le dic, 
For he lookes very ill. 

Cor. Darſt thon deride the miniſter of darkencs 2» 
In Lucifers dread name Coreb coniures thee 
To ſet him free. 

Fab. 1 will not for the mines of all the car th, 
Vnles thou giue me libertie to ſee, 
Seauen fiends more before thou ſeaſe on mee. 

Cor. Fabell, L giue it thee. 

Fab. Sweare damned fiend. 

(or. Vnbind me, and by hell I will not touch thee, 
Till ſeauen yeares ſtom this houre be full expirde. 

Fab. Enough, come out. 

Cor. A vengeanceta\e thy art, 
Liue and conuert all piety to cuill, 
Neuer did man thus ouer-· reach the Deuill; 


No time on earth like Phaetent ique flames, 


Can haue perpetuall being. Ile returne 
3 — 266, AM be ſure 
Thy ſeauen yeeres done, noe tricke ſhall make me carry, 
But Coreb,thou to hell ſhalt Fabel carry. Ext. 
Fab. Then thus betwixt vs two this variance ends, f 
8 Thou 


- 
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of Edmonton. 
Thou to thy fellow Fiends, I tomy friends. Exit. 


Eurer Sir eArthur Clare, Dorcas bis Lady, Milb/cent bu daughter, 
ong Harry Clare the men booted, the gemtlewomen in 
cloakes and [afr-gnardes,Blague the merry hoſt 
e the Georg come: in with them. 
Hoſt. VV Elcome good knight to the George at Waltha, 
My! 2 tenements, goods, & chattels, 
Madam heer's a roome is the very Homer and Iliads ot a lodg- 
ing, i hath none of the foure elements init, I built it out of the 
Center, and I drinke neere the leſle ſacke. 
Welcome my little waſt of maiden heads, what? 
I ſerue the good Duke of Nortolke. 
Clare, Gud a mercie my good hoſt Blagwe, 
Thou haſt a good ſeate here. 
Hoſt. Tis correſpondent or ſo,there's not a T arterian 
Nor a Carrier,ſhall breath vpon your geldings, 
They haue villanous rancke tcete, the rogues, 
And they ſhall not ſweat in my linnen. 
Knights and Lords too haue bene diunke in my honſe, 
I thankethe deſtinics 
Har. Pre the good ſinful Inkeeper,wil that corruption thine 
Oſtler looke well to my ge'dings. Hay , a pox: a theſe ruſhes. 
Heſt. You Saint Denni, your geldings hall walke without 
doores,and coole his feete for his maſters ſace by the boy of 
S George I haue an excellent intellect to go itcale tome veniſon 
now when waſt thou in the forreſt ? 
Har. Away vou ſtale mcile of white broth : Come hither 
ſiſter let me helpe you. 
(Lire. Mine Hoſt is not Sir Richard CMounchenſey come 
yet according to ou appointment when we laſt dinde here? 
Hoſt. The knights not yet apparent marry heere's a fore · 
runner that ſummons a parle, and lauh, heele be here top and 
top- gallant preſently. | 
C/are. Tus well good mine hoſt, goe downe and ſee break - 
{aſt be prou:ded, 
Hoſt. Knight, thy breath hath the force of a woman, it takes 
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Themerry Deuill 


me downe,I am forthebaſer clement of the kitchin-: I retire 


like a valiant ſouldiers facepoint blanke to the foe-man; or 
lice a Courtierthat muſt not ſhe the Prince his poſteriors; 
vaniſh to know my canuaſadoes and my interrogatories, for I 
ſerue the good Duke of Nortolke. Exit. 
Cla. How doth my Lady, are you not weary Madam ? 
Come hither, I muſt ralke in priuate with you. 
My daughter 4414l/cent muſt not ouer-heare. 
Ad. I. whiſpring, pray God it tend wi good, 
Strange feare aſlailes my heart, vſurps my blood. 
Cla, You know our meeting with the knight Mownebenſcy, 
Is to aſſure our daughter to his heire. 
Dor. Tis without queſtion. 
Cla, Two tedious winters haue paſt ore ſince firſt, 
Theſe couplelou'd each other, and in paſſion 
Glewd firſt their naked hands with youthfull moyſture, 
Iuſt ſo long on my knowledge. 
Dor. And what of this? 
(7a. This morning ſhould my daughter loſe her name, 
And to Mounchen/eys houſe conuey our armes, 
Quartered within his ſcutchion th affiance made 
T wixt him and her, this morning ſhould be ſealde. 
Dor, I know it ſhould. 
{lar. But there are croſſes wife, heere's one in Waltham, 
Another at the Abby; and the third 
At Cheſton, and tis ominous to palle 
Any of theſe without apater-noſter : 
Croliles of loue ſtill thwart this marriage, 
Whult that ive two like ſpirits walke in night, 
About thoſe ſtony and hard hearted plots. 
Mull. O God, what meanes my father? 
Cla. For looke you wife, the riotous old knizhe, 
Hath o rerun his annual revenue, * | 
In keeping iolly Chriſtmas all the yeere, 
The noſtrilles of his chimny arc (till ſtuft, \ 
With {moake more chargeable then Cane-tobacco, 


His hawkes devoure his fatteſt dogs whilſt limple, 


Hig 
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of Edmonton. 

His leaneſt curres eato him hounds carrion 
Beſides, I heard of late his yonger brother, 
Or Torky merchant hath fare ſuck'de the knight, 
By meanes of ſome great loſſes on the ſea, 
That youconceiue mee, before God all : 
His ſeate is weake, thus each thing ri ſcand, 
Tou le ſec a flight wife, ſhortly of his land. 

Mill. Treaſon to my hearts ttueſt ſoueraigne, 
How ſoone is loue ſmothered in foggy gaine ? 

Dor. But how ſhall wepreuent — match? 

Ca. I hauc a plot, a tricke, and this it is, 
V nder this colour Ile breake off the match z 
Le tell the knight that now wy minde n changd 
For marrying of my daughter, for I intend 
To ſend her vnto Cheſton Nunry. 

Al. O me accurſt! 

Cla. There to become a moſt religious Nunne. 

Mil. Ile firſt be buried quicke. 

Clar. To ſpend her beauty in moſt priuateprayers. 
'» Mill. Ile ſooner be a ſinner in forſaking 

Mother and father. 

C. How doſt like my plot? 

Dor. Exceeding well, but is it your intent 
She ſhall continue there 2 | 

Cl. Continue there? Ha, ha, that were a ieſt, 
You know a virgin may contmue there, 
A twelue moneth and a wy onely on triall, 
There ſhall my daughter ſoiourne ſome three moneths, 
And in meane time Ile compaſſe a faire match 
T wixt youthfull jermmg bam, the luſty heire 
Of Sir Raph lerningham dwelling in the forreſt, 
Ithinke they le both come hither with Afoanchen/ey. Exe. 

Dor. Your care argues the loue you beare our childe, 
I will ſuberibe to any thing youle haue me. 

Mill. Lou will ſubſcribe io it, good, gooq; tis well, 
Loue hath two chaires of ſtate, heauen and hell: 
My deere Mownchenſey,thou wy death ſhalt rue, 
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Themerry Deuill 


Ere to thy heart Ailliſcent prove vntrue. 
Emer Blagme. 

Heft. Oſtlers, you l naues and commander, tale ihe borſa 

of the knights and competitors: your honourable hulkes haue 


Exp. 


put into harborough, theile take in freſh water here, and | haue 


prouided cleane chamber · pou. . Vi, they come. 


Emer Sir Richard Mouuc benſey, Sir Reph 1 
Franke ler mag ham, Raymond Moamchenſey, Peter 
Fabell, and Bulbs. 


Hoſt. The deſtinies be moſt neate Chamberlaines to theſe 

ſwaggering puritanes,kmghts of the ſubſidy. 
Sir Mown. Goda mercy good mine hoſt. 

Sir ler. Thinkes good hoſt Blagre. 

Heſt. Rocme for iny caſe of piſtoll-s (hat haue Gr-elce and 
Latine bullets in them, let me cling to you, flanks my nimble 
Giberalters, and blow wind in your calues to make them ſwell 
bigger: Ha, lle caper in mine one fce-fimple, away with pun- 
ullioes and Orthogt. phy: I ſerve the good Duke of Nottolke. 
Bubo, Tuere tn patulæ recub ns ſub tegmme fagi. 

Bil. Trucly mine hoſt, Nuo, though he be ſomewhat out 
of faſhion will be your one y blade { ali I bt, illanous ſharp 

!omacke to ſlice a breakfaſt. 

Heft. Thou ſhalt haue it without any more diſcontinuance, 
releaſes, or atturnement; what? we know our termes of hunting, 
and the ſea- card. 

Bil. And doe you ſetue the good duke of Norſolxe ſtill ? 

Hef. Sull. and ſtill, an.) (lll, my fouldicr of 8S Qantas, come, 
follow me, | haue Charles wainc below in a but of (cke, 1 will 
pliſter hk e your Crab fi h. 

Bi. You haue fine Scholler-lice tearmes, your Coopers 
Dix onary is your onely booke to (ii. dy ina ceiler, a man (hall 
find: vers ſſrange words in it: come my hoſt, leis lerue the good 
du 1 o Notfollee. 


And ſtuſ and lull, and ſtill my boy Ile Cue the good 
1 ol Nactolke. 


of Edmonton. 


ler. Good Sir Arthur Clare. 
Cler. What Gentlemanis that? I know him not. 
NMoun. Tis M. Tabel Sit a Cambridge ſcholler, 

My ſonnes deere friend. | 
Clar. Sir, I intreat you know me. 

Fab. Command me ſir, I am affected to you 

For your AMaunchemſeys ſake. ; 
Clar. Alas for him, 

I not reſpect whether he ſinlce or ſwim, 

A word in priuate Sir Rapb Ieruingham. 

R ay. Me thinks your father loołeth ſtrangely on me, 

Say loue, why are you ſad ? 

Mill. Tam not ſweete, 

Paſcion is ſtrong when woe with woe doth meete. 

Clar. Shall's in to breakfaſt, after wee'l conclude 

The cauſe of this our coinming,in and feed, 

And let that vſher a more ſerious deed. 7 
Aul. Whilſt you d eſite his griefe, my heart ſhall bleed. 
Teng ler. Raymond Monnebenſey come be trolick friend, 

This 1; the day thou haſt expected long. 

Ry. Pray God deere Harry Clare it proue ſo happy. 
Jer. TI here's nought can alter it, be merty lad. 
Fab. There's nought ſhall alter it, be luely Raymond, 

Stand any oppoſition gainſt thy hope, 

Art (hall — it with her large lt (cope. Exenrt. 

| Pet er Fabell, ſola. 

Fab. Good old M4 aunc henſey, it thy hap ſo ill, 

That for thy bounty and thy royall parts, 

Thy kind alliance ſhould be held in ſcorne, 

And after all theſe pronuſes by Clare, 

Retuſeto giue his daughter to thy ſonne, 

Onely becauſe thy Revenues cannot reach, 

To make her dowage of forich ajoynture, 

As can the heire ot wealthy /ernmgham? 

And therefore is the falſe foxe now in hand, 

To ſtiike a match hetwixt her and ihꝭ other, 

Aud the old gray - beards * a. c cloſe togecher, 


3 Plotting 


—__ dC RR RR ORE... AA BE... in.) 


— ——————— 


The merry Del 


Ploning it in the garden. Is t euen ſo? | 
Raymond Mownchenſcy boy, haue thou and I 
Thus long at Cambridgeread the liberall Arts, 
The Metaphyſickes, Magicke,and thoſe parts, 
Of the molt ſecret deepe philoſophy? 
Haue I ſo many mclancholy nights 
Watch d on the top of Peter-houſe higheſt tower? 
And come we backe vnto our natiue home, 
For want of skill to loſe ihe wench thou lou'ſt? 
Weele firſt hang Enuill in ſuch rings of miſte 
Asnener roſc from any dampiſh fenne, 
Ile makethe brinde fea to tile at Ware, 
And drowne the marſhes vneo Stratford bridge, 
Ile drive the Deere from Waltham in their walkes, 
And ſcatter them like ſheepe in every field: 
We may perhaps be croſt, but if we be, 
He ſhall croſſe the deuill that but croſſes me. Enter 4 
But here comes Raymond diſconſolate & ſad, ad pong lerning. 
And heeres the gallant that muſt᷑ haue the wench. | 
I pri'thee Raymond leaue theſeſolemne dumps, 
Reuiue thy (pirits,thou that before haſt beene, 
More watchfull then the day-proclayming cocke, 
As ſportiue as a Kid, as francke and merry 
As mirth her ſelfe. 
If ought in me may thy content procure, 
It is thine one thou mayſt thy (fe ure. 

Ray. Ha lerningham,if any but thy lelfe 
Had ſpołke tiiat word, it would haue come as cold 
As the bleake Northerne winds, vpon the face 
Of winter. 
From thee they haue ſome power ypon my blood, 
Yet being from thee, had but that hollow ſound, 
Come from the lips of any liuing man, | 
It might haue won the credite of mine eare, | 
From thee it cannot. 

ler. If I vaderſtand thee, Tam a villain, $ 
What, doſt thou ſpeake in parables to thy friends? 


Clare 


of Edmonton. 


cu. Come boy and make me this ſame groning love, 
Troubled with ſlit ches, and the cough a th lungs, 
That wept his eyes out when he was a childe, 
And euer fince hath ſhot at hudman-blind, 
Make her leape, caper, ierlce and laugh and (ing, 
And play me horſe- trickes, 
Make Cupid wanton as his mothers doue, 
But, in this ſort boy I would have thee loue. 

Fab. Why how vow mad. cap? what my luſty Franke, 
So neete a wife, and will not tell your friend? 
But you will to this you in hugger - mugger, 
Art thou turnde wiſer RaGall in thy loues ? 

ler. Who Iz blood, what ſhould all you ſec in me, 
That I ſhouldlooke like a married man? ha, 
Am J balde? are my legs too little for my hole ? 
If I feele any thing in my forchead, I am 
A villain,doe I weare a night=cap?doe I bend 
inthe hams? What doſt thou ſee ia me that I 
ſhould be towards e, ha? 

Cla. What thou married ? let me looke vpon thee, 
Rogue. who has oy out this of thee ? how 
camſt thou into this ill name? what company 

Haſt thou bin in Raſcall > 

Fab. Lou are the man ſir, muſt haue Milleſcent, 
The match is making in the garden now, 
Her joynture is agreed on, and th old men 
Your fathers meane to lanch their buſy bags, 
But in meane time io thruſt Mountchenſey off. 
For colour of this new intended match. 
Faire Milleſcent to Cheſton muſt be ſent, 
To take the approbation for a Nun. 
47 * * vpon re, the match is done. 

cr. Raymond Mouncchenſey , now I touch thy gricte, 
With the true fcelmg of a zealous friend. 1 
And as for faire — beauteous Milleſcent, 
With my vaine breath I will not ſeeke io ſſubber, 
Her angell like peitections, but thou know ſt, 
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T he merry Deuill 
That Eſſex hath the Saint thatTI adore, 

Where cre did we meete thee and wanton ſprings, 
That like a wag thou haſt not laught at me, 

And with regardlesicſting mockt my loue? 
Now many a ſad and weaty ſummer night, 

My ſighs haue drunke the dew {rom off the earth, 
J haue taught the watchfull Niting-galeto wake, 


And from the meadowes (pring the earely larke, 


An huure betore ſhe would haucroſc to ling, 
I have loaded the poore minutes with my moanes, 
That I haue made the heauy flow paſde houres, 
To hang like heauie clogs vpon the day. 
But deere AMounchenſey, had not my affection 
Seaſde on the beauty of another dame, 
B: fore I would giue o re the chaſe and wronge the loue, 
Of one ſo worthy and ſo true a friend, 
I will abiure both beauty and her ſight, 
And will in loue become a counterkeit. 
Mount, Deere Ierningham, thou haſt begot my life, 
And fro:n the mouth of he | where now Iſate, 
I feele my ſpirit rebound .gainſt the ſtars: 
Thou hatt conquerd me deere fiiend in my free ſoule, 
Their tune or — can by tlieir power contro. le. 
Fab Franke Iermingbam, thou art a gallant boy, 
And were he uot my pupillI would ſay, 
He were as fine a nA wy gentleinan, 
Ot as free ſpuit and of as fine a temper, 
As is in England, and he isa Man, 
That very richly may deſerue thy loue. 
Bir noble Care this while of our diſcourſe, 
What may 2Mownchenſey, honour to thy ſelfe, 
Exact vpon the meaſure of thy grace? 
Clar. Raymond Mounchen/e? I would haue thee know, 
He does not breath this ayre, 
Whoſeloue I cherith,and whoſe ſoule Iloue, 
More then Mewnchen'eyes : 
Nor euer in my life did fee the man, 
Whom for his wit and many vertuous parts, 
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I thinke more worthy of my ſiſters loue. ; 
But ſince the matter growes vnto this paſſe, 

I muſt not ſecme to croſſe my Fathers will. 

But when thou liſt to viſit her by night, 

My horſes ſadled, and the (table doore 

Stands ready tor thee, vie them at thy pleaſure, 

In honeſt mariage wed her frankly boy, 

And if thou getſt her lad, God ge thee ioy. 

Moun. Then care away, let fates my fall pretend, 
Backt with the fauours of ſo true a friend. 

Fab. Let vs alone to buſſell for the ſet, 

For age and craft, with wit and Art haue met. 

Ile make my ſpirits to dance ſuch nighily Im: 
Along the way twixt this and Totnam croſſe, 

The Carriers Iades ſhall caſt their heauie packs, 
And the ſtrong hedges ſcarſe ſhall keepe them in: 
The Milke-maides Tuts ſhall turne the wenches off, 
And lay the Doſſers tumbling in the duſt: 
Thefranke and merry London prentiſes, 

That come for creame and luſty country cheere, 
Shall loſe their way, and ſcrambling in the ditches 
All night, ſhall whoop and hollow, cry and call, 
Let none to other finde the way at all. | 

Aleunt. Purſue the proiect ſcholler, what we can do, 

To helpe indeauour ioy ne our lives thereto. 
| Enter Banks,Sir lohn,and Smug. 

Banks. Take me with you good Sir [obn; a plague on thee 
gung, and thou toucheſt liquor thou art founderd ſtraight: what 
are your brames alwayes water-milles ? muſt they euer runne 
round ? 

Smug. Ban: your ale is a Philiſtine fox, z hart theres fire 
1th taile: out; you are a rogue to charge vs with Mugs i th rere- 
ward:a plague of this winde, O it tickles our Cataſtrophe. 

Sir Jo. Neighbour Banks of Waltham, and Goodman Sn 
the honeſt Smith of Edmonton, as I dwell betwixt you bothat 

| Enfield, [know the taſte of both your ale houſes, they are good 
both, ſmart bottu Hew, Graſle _—_— we are all mortal, lets 
| | | 


le 
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live till we die, and be merry and theres an end. | 
Bank:. Well ſaid fir John,you are of the ſame humor ſtil], and 
doth the water runne the ſame way ſlill boy? 
Smug. Dulcun was a rogue to him; Sir lohn locke, lock, lock 
faſt fir John: lo ſir Iohn, Ile one of thele 2 when it ſhall 
pleaſe the Goddeſles and the deſtinics, be drunke in your com- 
pany;thatsall now, and God fend vs health; ſhall I ſweare I 
loue you? 
Fir Io. No oathes, no oaths. good neighbour Sway, 
Weel wet our lips together in hugge 3 
Car toule in priuate, and eleuate the hart, 
And the liuer and the lighis, and the liglits, 
M ark: you me within vs, for hem, 
Graſle and hay, we are all mortall, lets live till we die, and be 
RI erry, and ihers an end. 
Banks, But to our former motion about ſealing ſome veni- | 
ſon, whither goe we ? | 
Sir Jo. Into the forreſt neighbour Bexks , into Brian! walke 
the madde keeper. 
Smug. Z blood, He tickle your keeper. 
g N It. uch thou art alwayes drunke when we haue neede 
of thee. 


Smug. Neede of mee? z hart, you ſhall haue neede of mee 
alwayes while theres yron in an Anuill. 


Banks. NI. Parſon, may the Smith goe thinke you, being in 
this tak ing? | 
Smu g. Go, Ile goe inſpight of all the belles in V Valtham. 
Sir Je. Thequeſtion is good neighboure Banks, let mee ſee, 
the Mo one ſhines to night, ther's nota narrow bridge betwixt | 
this and the forreſi, his braine will be ſetled ere niglit, he maygo, 
he may go neighbour Banks : Now we want non: but the com- 
any of mine hoſt Blague at the George at Waltham, if he were 
ere. our Conſort were full; looke where comes my good hoſt, 
the Duke of Nottoll:s man, a nd how and how 2 a hem, graſle 
and hay, wee are not yet mortal lets live till we die and bemerry, 
and ther's an end. | Enter Hoſt, 
Heſt. Ha my Caſtilian dialogues, and art thovin breath ſtil 
boy ? ler doth the match hold ? Smith, I ſee by thy eyes tho u 


hoſt 
y————————————— 
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haſt bin reading little Geneua print: but wend we merrily to the 


forreſt to ſteale ſome ot the kings Deere. Ile meet you at the time 
appointed: away, I haue Knighes and Colonells at my houſe, & 
muſt tend the Hungarious. It we be ſcard in the forreſt, weele 
meete in the Church - porch at Enfield; iſt Correſpondent? 

Ban. Tis well; but how if any of vs ſhould be taken 2 

Sm. He ſhal! haue ranſome by the Lord. 

Hoſt. Tuſh the knaue keepers are my boſonians, & my pen« 
ſioners,nine a clocke,be valiant my little Gogmagogs; Ile fence 
with all the Iuſtices in Hartford ſhireʒ lle haue a Bucketil I die, 
Ile ſlay a Doe while I live, hold your bow ſtraight & ſteady. I 
ler ue the goed duke of Norfolke. 

Smu. O rare! Who, ho, ho boy. 

Sir Jo. Peace neighbor Sg. you ſee this is a Boore, a Boore 
of the country, an iluer ate Boo e, and yet the Cittizen of good 
fello wes, come lets prouide a hen: G.aſſe aud hay, wee are not 
vet all mortall,wecl luc till we die, and be merry, and theres an 
end: come Sg. 

Smug. God night VValtham, who, ho, ho boy. Exeunt. 

Enter the Knights and Gemilemen from breakfaſt againe. | 

Old Momn , Nor I for thee Clare.notof this, 

V Vhat ? haſt thou fed me all this while wi h (halles ? 

And com ſt to tell me now thou hik'(t it noe? N : 
cla. I doe not hold thy offer competent. | 

Nor doe I like th aſſurance of thy loue, 

The title is ſo brangled with thy debts. 

Oli Dio. Too good for thee, and my thou knowſt it well, 
Ifawnd not on thee for thy goods, not I, | 
Twas thine owne motion, that thy wife doth know. 

Lad. Husband it was ſo, he lies not in that. 

Clar. Hold thy chat queane. 8 

Old Mom. To which Ihearkned willinglv, and the rather, 
Becauſe I was perſwad ed it proceeded 

From louethou bor ſt to me and to my boy, 

And gau ſt him free acceſſe vnto thy houſe, 

VV here he h. ih not behuude him to thy clulde. 

But as befits a gen len an to doe: | 

Nor is wy poore diſtreſled ſtate ſo low, 
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That Ite ſnut vp my doores I warrant thee, 
Let it ſuffice Mozntchen(ey,l miſlike it, 
Nor thinke thy ſonne a match fit for my childe, 
To tell thee Clare his blood is good and cleere, 
As the beſt drop that pauteth in thy veines: - 
But for this maide thy faire and vertuous childe, 
She is no more diſparagd by thy baſenes, 
Then the moſt orient and the pretious iewell, 
Which ſtill retaines his luſtre and his beauty, 
Although a ſlaue were owner of the ſame. 
Ch. She is the laſt is left me to beſtow, 
And her I meane to dedicate to God. 
 Atormt: Lou doe fir. 
la. Sir, ſir, | doe,ſheis mine owne. 
Mount. And pity ſheis fo, 
Damnation dog,thee and thy wretched pelfe aſide. 
Cla. Not thou Mountebhenſey (halt beſtow my childe. 


Aoum : Neither ſhouldſt thou beſtow her where thou 
Mean'ſt. | 


(la. What wilt thou doe? 
1oun, No matter, let that bee, 
I will doe that, perhaps ſhall anger thee; 
T bou haſt wrongd my loue, and by Gods bleſſed Angell, 
Thou ſhalt well know it. 
Ca. Tut, braue not me. | a 
Noun. Braue thee baſe Churle,were't not for man-hood fake, 
I ſay no more, but that there be ſome by, 
Whoſe blood is hott-r th-n ours is, 
Which being ſtird, might make vs both repent 
This fooliſh meeting: but Reph Clare 
Although thy father haue abuſed my friendſhip, 
Vet I loue thee, | doe my noble boy, 
I doe yfaith. 
Lady. I. doe, do, fill all the world with talke of vs, man, man. 
I neuerlookt for better at your hands. 
Fab. I hope your great experience and your yeeres, 
Would haue prou de patience rather to your ſoule, 
Then with this frantique and vntamed paſſion, 


* 
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To whet their skeens and but that, | 
I hope their friendſhips are too well confirmd, 

And their minds temperd with more kindly heat, 
Then for their fraward parents ſoares, 

That they ſhould breake forth into publique brawles, 
How ere the rough hand of th untowatd world, 

Hath moulded your proceedings in this matt er, 

1 L am ſure the beth intent was loue: 

Then ſince the firſt ſpring was ſo ſweet and warme, 
Let it die gently, ne're kill it with a ſcorne. 

Rey. O thou baſe world, how leprous is that ſoule 
That ia once him d in that polluted mudde, 

Oh ſir Arihur you haue ſtartled bis free actue ſpirits, 
Wich a too ſharpe ſpin for his minde to beate: 

Have patience ſit, the rcemedy to woe, 

Is to leaue what of force we mult forgoe .. 

Mill. And I muſt take a twelue moneths approbation, 

That in meʒne time this ſole and private life. 
At the yeares end may faſhion me a wife: 
But ſweet Monnchen/ey ere this yeare be done, 
Thov'ſt be a friex if that I bea Nun; 

And father ere yong lernngham Ile bee, 
Iwill turne mad to Bight both himand thee. 

Ca. Wife come to horſe, and huſwiſe make you ready, 
For if Iliue, I ſweare by this good light, 
Ile ſec you lodgde in Cheſſon houſeto night. 

Moun. Raynondaway,thou ſeeſt how matters fall, 
Churle, hell conſume thee and ihy pelſe and all. 

Fab. Now M. Clæe, you ſee how matters tadge, 
Your Mulliſcent muſt needes be made a Nun: 

V Vell ſir, we are the men muſt phe this match, 

Hold you your peace and be a lookes on, 

And ſend her vnto Cheſſon where he will, 

Ile ſend mee fellowes of a handful hie. 

Into the Cloyſters where the Nuns frequent, 

Shall wake them slip hike Does about the Dale, 

And makethc Lady prioreſle = the houſe to play 
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at leape · froge naked in their ſmockes, 
Vnull the merty wenches at their maſſe, 
Cry tec hee wechee, 


And tickling theeſe mad laſſes in their flanckes, 


hall ſpravſe and ſque ke, and piuch their fellow Nunnes. | 
Be liuely boyes, betote the wench we loſe, 


Ile make the Abbas weare the Cannons hooſe. E xeunt, 


Enter Harry Clare, Franche Ierning ham, Peter Fabell, 
. and Alilliſcem. 


Ha. Cle. Spight now hath done her worſt, ſiſter be patient, 


ler. Forewarnd poore Raymond company to heauco, 
When the compolure of weake frailtie meeie, 
Vponthis mart of durt; O then weakeloue, 
Nluſt in hir one vnhappines be ſilent, 
And winck on all defornuties. * 
lilli. Tis well; 
Whers Raymond brother ? whers my deere Mounchenſey? 
Would wee might weepe together and then part, 
Our ſighing patle would much eaſe my heart. 
Fab. Sweete beautic fould your ſosrowes in the thought, 
Of future reconcilement; let your teares 
Shew you a womanʒ but be no farther ſpent 
men from the eyes; for ({weete) experience ſayes, 
That loue is firme thats flattered with delaves. 
Ab. Alas firthinke you I ſhall ere be his? 
Fab. Asſure as panting imiles on future bliſſe. 
Yond comes my friend, ſee he hath doted 
So long vpon your beautie, that your want 
Will with a pale retirement waſt his blood. 
For in true loue, Muſicke doth ſweetly dwell, 
Seuerd theeſe leſſe worlds beare within them bell. 


Enter Mounchenſey 

Mount. Harry and Franc he you are enioynd to waine your 
friendſlup from mee, we mult patt the breath ot all adiuſed cor- 
ruption, pardon mee. | 


Faith 


- 
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Faith I muſt fay fo, you may thinlee I loue you. 

I breath not, rougher ſpight do ſeuer vs, 
Weele meete by ſteale ſweet friend by ſtealth you twaine. 
Kiſles are ſweeteſt got with ſtrugling paine. 

ler. Our friendſhip dies not Raymond. 

Mount. Pardon mee: | 
] am buſied, I haue loſt my faculties, 

And buried them in Mulbjrents cleere eyes. 
Mill. Alas ſweete Loue what ſhall become of me? 
I muſt to Cheſlon to the Nuniy, 
I ſhall nere ſee thee more. 
AMonn. How ({weete! 
Ile be thy votary, weele often meete, 
This kiſle diuides vs, and breathes ſoft adie w, | 
This be a double charme to keepe both true. ing 
Fab. Haue done our fathers may chance ſpie your par- 
Refuſe not you by any meanes good ſwectnes, 
To goe vnto the Nunnery, farre from hence, 
Muff wee bege! your loues ſweete happines, 
You ſhall not ſtay there long, your harder bed, 
Shall be more ſoft when Nun and maide are dead. 


Enter Bilbo. 

Mou. Now firra what's the matter | 

Bil. Mary you mult to horſe preſently, that villanous old 
gowty churle, Sir Richard Clarelongs ull he bee at the Nunry. 

Ha. Cla. How ſir ? | 
O Icry you 2 he is your father fir indeed but I am ſure 
chat theres leſſe affinitie betwixt your two natures, ien there is 
betweene a broker and a cutpurſe. 

Neun. Bring my gelding ſirra. 

Bil. Wel nothing greenes me, but for the poor 
muſt now ciy vale to Liſter pies, bartichokes, and all ſuch 
meates of morraliticz poore gentlewoman, the ſigne muſt not 
be in virgo any longer with her,and that me grieues full well. 
Poore MMuliſcent - 

Muſt pray andrepent: 
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; Rather on this then any neighbouring Cell. 


T be merry Deuill 
O fatalle wonder t 


Sheele now be no fatter, 
Love mult not come at her, CET 
Jet ſhe ſhall be keept vnder. | Exit. 
ler. Fatwell deere R | 
Ha. (la. Friend adew. 
Ali. Deete ſweete. — 2 
No ioy enioyes my hearte till wee next mieete. Exeunt, 
Fab. Well Raymond now the tide of diſcontent, | 
Beats in thy face, but er t be long the wind, 
Shall turne the flood, wee mult to Waltham abby, 
And as faire Atilliſcent in Cheſten liues, 
A moſt vn willing Nun, ſo thou ſhalt there 
Become a beardles Nouice, to what end 
Let time and future accidents declare : 
T aſt thou my ſlights, thy loue ile onely ſhave. 
Mount. Turne frier? come my good Counſeller lets goe, 
Yet that diſguiſe will hardly ſhrowd my woe. "Exenmt. 


Enter the Prioreſſe of Cheſton, with a Nan or two, Sir Arthar 
Clare, Sir Rapb [erningbam, Henry and Franche, the Lady, 
and Bilbo, with Milhſent. 
La. Cla. Madam; 
Theloue vnto this holy ſiſterhood, 
And our confirmd opinion of your zcale 
Hath truely wonne vs to beſtow our Childe, 


Pri. Iheſus daugmer Maries childe, 


Holy matron woman milde, 


For thee a maſle ſhall ſtill be ſayd, 


Euery ſiſter drop a bead. 
And thoſe againe ſucceeding them * 
For you ſhall riug a Requiem. 
Frank. The wench is gone Harry, (he is no more a woman 
of this world, marlce her well, (hee lookes ble a Nun already, 
what thinkſt on lier? 
Har, By my faith her face comes handſomly to t * 
u 


4 of Edmonton, - , 
But peicelets heare the reſt 
Sir, Ar. Madam for a tweluemonths approbation, 
Wee meane to make this triall of our childe. 
Your care and our deere bleſſing in meane time, 
Wee pray may proſper this iritended worke. 
Pri, May your happy ſoule be bluhe, 
That ſo truely pay your tithe. | 
He who many children gave, + 
Tis fit that he one child ſhould have. 
Then faire virgin heare my ſpell, 
For I muſt your duty tell. 
8 ood men and true, ſtand together and heare your 

C e. 

55. Firſt a mornings take your booke 
= glaſſe — 2 ſelfe _ looke, 
.Y aur young thou o proud and iolly 
| Muſt be = to ang or : 
— your — toyes, 

aue your t ts on heavenly ioyes: 

And for all your follies paſt, a 
You muſt do penance, pray and faſt. 

Bil. Let her take heed offaſting, and if euer (he hurt her 
ſelfe with praying, Ile nere truſt beaſt. 
Mill. This goes hard berladye. 
Pri. Tou ſhall ting the ſauing bell, 
Keepe your howers and tell yc ur knell, 
RKiſe at midnight to your mattens. 

latins, 


Read your Pſalter, 
And when your kindle pleaſure, 


Scourge your ſelfe in plenteous meaſure. 
Mull. Worſe and worſe by Saint Mary. * 
Fr. Surg Ha, how does ſhe hold hir countenance? wel, goe 
thy wayes, f euer thou ptoue a Nun, Ile build an Abby. 
He. She may be a Nun, but if euer ſhee ptooue anAn- 
choreſſe, Ile dig her graue with my naile:. 
Fra. To her agaune mother. 

Har. Hold W 


Pri. 


sees 
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Prie, You muſt read the mornings maſle, 


Vou muſt creepe vnto the Croſſe. 


Put cold aſhes on yaur bead, 


- Hauc a haire doth for your bed. * . 


Bd. She had rather haue a man in her bed. 
Prie. Bind your beads and tell your needes, 
Your holy Auies and your Cteedes, 
Holy maide this muſt be done, 
It you meane to liue a Nun. 
Mill. The holy maide will be no Nun. 
St Ar. Madam we haue ſome buſines of import, 
And muſt be gone. 
Wilt pleaſc you take my wife into your cloſet, 
Who further will acquaint you with my mind, 
And ſo good madam for this tine added. Exennt women. 
: = Rs. Well now Frauctz Clare, how ſaieſt thou? to be 
reefe, | 
What wilt thou ſay for all this, if we two, 
Thy father and my ſelfe, can bring about, 
That we conuert thi Nan tobe a wife, 
Ang thou the husband to this pretty Nun, 
How then my lad? ha Frexcke,t may be done. 
Har. I now it workes. Fog 
Fre. O god (ir, you amaze mee at your words, 
T hinke with your ſelfe fir what a thing it were, 
To cauſe a recluſeto remoue her vow, 


A maymedcontrite, and repentant ſoule, 


Euer mortified with faſting and with prayer, 

Whoſe thoughts even as hir eyes are fixd on heauen, 
To drawe a virgin thus deuour d with zeale, a 
Backe to the world! O impious deede 
Not by the Canon Law can it be done, 
Without a diſpenſation from the Church: ? 
B: ſides ſhe is ſo prone vnio this life, 

As ſheele euen ſhreeke to heare a husband namde. 


Bil. Ia poore innocent thee, well, heres no knauery, hee 
flowts the old fools to their teeth. 


Nl. 
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Sir . I am to heare * f The 
Then mak fr — 2 7 
And in a man ſo young as is your ſelfe, 

I promiſe you un very (dow ſeene. ; 
But Fraue this is a tricke, a meere deuiſe, - 
A leightplotted bawixt her father and my ſelfe, 
To thruſt Moxnchen/cy: noſe belides the cuſhion, 
That being thus debard of all acceſſe, 
Time yet may worke him from her thou 

And giue thee ample ſcope to- thy deſires. 
Bil A plague on you both for a couple of Tewes. 

Har. How now Franks what ſay you to that 7 

Fras, Let me alone warrant thee: 
Sir aſlurde that this motion de, 
From your moſt kinde and Ghats affeftion, 
I do diſpoſe my liking to your pleaſure, 
But for it is a matter of ſuch moment 
As holy marriage, I muſt craue thus much, 
To haue ſome conference wich my ghoſtly father, 
Frier Hilderſham here by, at Waltham Abby, 
To be abſolude of — that it is fit | ——= 
None only but my conteſſor ſhould know. 


* 


Sir. Ar. With all my heart, he is a reuerend man, and to mor- 


ro morning wee will meet all at the Abby, whereby th opni- 
on of that reuerend man 
Wee will proceede, I like it paſung well: 

Till then wepart,boy I thinkevofit, farewell: 

A pareuts care no mortall tongue can tell. Exemnt. 


Enter Sir Arthar Clare nd Rajwond Mounchenſcy lihe a Frier. 


Sir e /#loly yong Nouice I bane told you now, 
9 — anc. 

o your care: 
— 


I 
Our ſerious ſpeech hath ſtolne vpon the way, 
That wearecomevynto — Late, * 
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Beeanſe I know AMeuntebenſey is a ſoxe, 
That craftily doth overlooke my doings, 
Ile not be ſeene, not I; Tuſh I have done; 
] had a daughter, but ſhee's now a Nun t 
Farewell deercſonne,farewell. 
Moun, Fare you well, I you have done, 
Your daughter ſir, ſnall not be long a Nun! 
O my rare Tutor, neuer mortall braine, 
Plotted out ſuch a maſle of policiez | 
And my deere boſome is ſo great with laughter, 
Begot by his ſimplicity and error 
My ſoule is fallen in labour with her ioy > 
O my true friends Franke Jeringbham and Clare, 
Did you now know but how thus ieſt takes fire, 
That good ſir Arihar thinking mea novice, 
Hath euen powrd himſelfe into my boſome; 
O you would vent your ſpleenes with tickling murth. 
But Raymond peace, and haue an eye about, 
For feare perhaps ſome of the Nuns looke out. 
Peace and charity within, 
Neuer touch t with deadly ſin: 
I caſt my holy water poore, 
On this wall and on this doore, 
That from euill ſhall defend, 
And kceepe you from the vgly fiend: 
Euill ſpirit by night nor day, 
Shall approach or come this way; 
Elte nor Fary by this grace, 
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Who's that which knocks ? ha,who's there ? 
Mort. Gentle Nun here is a Frier. 


Holy man,what would(t thou haue? 
Mount. Holy mayde I hither come, 

From Frier and father Hilderſome. 

By the fauour and the grace 


Of the Prioreſſe oftlus place: 
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Day nor night ſhall haunt this place. Holy maden knocke. 
Anſwere within. 


Nun. A Frier without, now Chriſt vs ſaue, Ener Nu. 


Amongſt 


ta A 


of Edmonton. 


Amongſt you all to viſit one, 
T hat's come for approbation, 
Before ſhe was as now you are, 
The daughter of Sir Aribur Clare: 
But ſince ſhe new became a Nun, 
Call'd Asilliſcent of Edmunton. 
Nun. Holy man, repoſe you there, 
This newes Ile to our Abbas beare: 
To tell what a man is ſent, 


And your meſſage and intent. 


Mount. Benedicite. 

Nun. 2 * _ 

- Mowne, Doe my plumpe wench f all fall right, 
Ile make _ ter boodoncleleby right 
Now happy fortune e this drift, 
her rife 


I like a weach comes roundly to 


j 


Exit. 


Enter Lady, Millicent. 

Lad. Have Friers recourſe then to the houſe of Nuss? 

Mill. Madam it is the order of this place, 
When " virgin comes for approbation, : 
Leſt that fot feare or ſuch ſiniſter practiſe, 
Shee ſhould be forcde to vndergoe this vaile, 
Which ſhould proceed from conſcience and devotion : 
A viſitor is ſent from Waltham houſe, 
To take the true confeſſion of the maide. 
Lazy. Is that the order? I commend it well, 


Mont. Life of my ſoule, bright Angel. 
Mill. What meanes the Frier? 
Mont, O Miliiſceut, tis I. 
Mill. My beat miſgiues me, I ſhould know that voyce, 
Lou, who are you? The holy virgin bleſſe me, 
Tell me your name, you ſhall ere you confeſle me. 
Mount. Mountchenſey thy true friend. 
All. My Raymond, my deere heart, 
Sweete life giue leaue to my diſtracted ſoule, 
2 529 To 
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You to your ſh rift, Ile backe vnto the cell. Exit. 
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| There came aſpirit vnto me as I kneeld, 


He came in the moſt — Angell ſhape, 


That in the evening you beſtow your ſelfe 


The merry Deuill 


To wake alittle from this {woone ofioy, 
By what meanes camſt thou to aſſume this ſhape? 4 
CAlownt. By meanes of Peter Fabel my kind Tutor, 
Who in the habite of Frier Hulderſoar, 
Franke J ernnghams old friend and confeſlor, 
Piotted by Franke,by Fabel/ and my ſelfe, 
And lo acluuered to Sir Arthur Clare, 
Who brought me heere vnto the Abby gate, 
To be his Nun-wade daughters viſitor. 
Mull. You are all {weete traytors to my poore old father, 
O my deere life, | was a dream'tto night, 
That as I was a praying in mine Plalter, 


And by his ſtrong perſwaſions tempted me 
Toleaue this Nuary; and me thoug ht, 


That mortall eye did cucrlooke vpon : 
Ha, hou art (ure that ſpirit, for theres no forme, 
Is in mine eye fo glorious as thine one. 
Mount. O thou Idolatreſſe that doſt this worſhip, 
To him whoſe likenes is but praiſe of thee, 
Thou bright vnſetting ſtar hich through this valle, 
For very enuy mak'(t the Sun looke pale. 
Aud. Well viſitot, leſt that perhaps my mother, \ 
Should thinke the Frier too ſtiic t in his dectees, 
I this confeſlc to my ſweet ghoſtly father, 
If chaſt pure love be fin I muſt confeſle, 
I haue offended three yeares now with thee. 
Mount. But doe you yet repentyou of theſame ? 
Atul. Ytaih I cannot. 
* AMeown., Nor will I abſolue thee, 
Of that ſweete ſin, though it be venial, 
Yet haue the pennance 4 thouſand kiſſes, 
And I enioyne you to thus pilgrimage, 


Heere in the wall e neere to the willow ground, 


Where Ile be ready both with men and horſe, 


0 — —O———— —— 
** 


of Edmonton. 


To waite your comming and conuey you hence, 
Vnto a lodge I haue in Enfield chaſe : 
No more replie if that you yeeld conſent, 
I ſee more eyes vpon our ſtay are bent. 
A1tll. Sweete life farewell; us done, let that ſuffice, 
What my tongue failes I ſend thee by mine ej es. Ext. 


Emter Fabel, Clare and leu bam. 


ler. Now Viſitor how does this new made Nun? 
Cla. Come,come how does ſhe noble C apouchin ? 


Moun. She may be poore in ſpirit, but for the fleſh tis fatte 


and plumpe boyes: 
— rogues, there is a company of girles would turne you all 
riers. 

Fab. But how Aoauntchenſey? how lad for the wench? 

Mown. Sound lads yfaith; I thanke my holy habit, 

I haue confeſt her and the Lady prioreſſe hath giuen me ghoſt- 

ly counſell with hir bleſſing. 

And how ſay yee boyes, 

If I be choſe the weekely viſitor ? 

f Ca. blood ſheel haue nere a Nun vnbagd to ſing maſſe 
en. | | 

ler. The Abbat of Waltham will haue as many Children, 

to put to nurſe, as he bas calues in the Marſh. 

Moun. Well to be breefe, the Nun will ſoone at night turne 
lippit; if I ean but deuiſe to quit her cleanly of the Nunry, ſhe 
15 mine owne. 

: F * But Sura Raymond, what newes of Peter Fabel at the 
oule ? | 

Aloun. Tuſh hees the onely man; a Necromancer, and a 
Coniucer that werkes tor yong Mountchenley akogether; and 
it it be not for Fryer Hesediche, that he can crofle him by bis 
learned skill, the V Vench1 gone. | 
Fabell will fetch her out by very magicke. 

Fah. Stands the winde there boy, keepe them in that key. 
The wench is ours before tomorrow day, | 
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The merr Ar 


; VVell Rapb and Fraue, as ye are gentlemen, ſticke to vs cloſe 


this once; you know your fathers haue men and horſe lie rea- 
dy (hill at Che ſſon, to watch the coaſt be cleere, to ſcowt about, 
& haue an eye vnto Mowntchenſey walks: therfore you two may 


. houer thereabouts, and no man vill ſuſpect you for the matters 


be ready but to take her at out hands, leaue vs to ſcamble for hir 
getting out. | 
ler. E bloud if al Herford-ſhire were at our heeles, weele 


carry her away in ſpight of them. 


(i. But whither Raymond ? 


Mou, To Brians vpper lodge in Enfield Chaſe, he is mine 
* honeſt Friend and a tall keeper, ile ſend my man vnto him pre- 


ſently t acquant him with your comminge and intent. 
Fab. Be breefe and ſecret. 
Mann. Soone at night remember 


Tou 7 your horſes to the willow ground. 


ler. is done, no more. 
Cla. We will not faile the hower, 


My life and fortune, now lies in your power. 


Fab. About our buſines, Raymond lets away, 


- Thinkeof your hower,it drawes well of the day. Exit. 


Holefernes, 1 haue ben drunke i thy houſe, twenty times and 


* 


Enter . B anks, Smug, and Sir John. 8 
Bla. Come yee Hungarian pilchers, we are once more come 

vnder the zona torrida of the forreſt, lets be reſolute, lets flie to 

and againe; and if the deuill come, weele put him to his Interro- 


gnatories, and not budge a foote, what; s foote ile put fire into 


you, yet ſhall all three ſerue the good Duke of Norfolke. 
Sm". Mine hoſt, my bully, my pretious conſull, my noble 


ten, all's one for that, I was laſt night in the third heauens, my 
brame was poore, it had yeſt int; but no I am a man of aQti- 
on, is t not ſo lad? | 
Bil. Why now thou haſt two of the liberall ſciences about 
thee, wit and reaſon, thou maiſt ſerue the Duke of Europe. 
Smw, ] will ſerue the Duke of Chriſtendom, and doe him 
more credit in his celler then all the plate in his buttery,is'tnot 
ſo lad ? Sir Jo. 


—————— . 


of Edmonton. 

Sir Ieh. Mine boſt and Smwg, ſtand there Banks , you and 
your horſe krepe togetherʒbut he cloſe, ſhew no trickes for fears 
of r It webe ſcard weel meete in the Church-porchr 
at Enteid. — 


Smug. Content ſir John. 
A 
8 


B Smug,doſt not thou remember the tree thou felſt out 
of laſt night | | 
Swe. Tulh, and't had bin as high as the Abby, I ſhould 


nere have hurt my ſelfe l haue fallen into the rmer comming 


home from Waltham, and ſcapt drowning. 
Sw /o, Cotme ſeuer, care no ſprita, weele haue a Bucke pre- 
ſently, we haue watched later then this for a Doe, mme Hoſt. 
Hoſt. Thou ſpeakſt as true as veluet. : 
Sir Jo. Why then come, Graſſe and hay, &c. Exe. 


| Enter Clare Jerningham,and Milliſcent. 
Clar. Franke [erningham? ; 
ler. - Speake ſoftly rogue, how now? 


Car. S'foot we ſhall loſe our way it's ſo darke, wherabouts 


are we ? 
ler. Whiy man,at Potter: gate, 


Tbe way lies tight, harke the clocke ſtrikes at Enfeild; whats 


the houre? 
Ca. Ten the bell fayes. 
ler. A lies in's throate, it was but eight when we ſet out of 
Cheſſon, Sir Jon and his Sexton are at ale to might, the clocke 
runs at random. 198 
Cla. Nay. as ſure as thou liu ſt the villanous vicar is abroad 
in the chaſe this darke night: the ſtone Prieſt ſtealeʒ more veni- 
ſon then halfe the country. 
Jer. NMilliſcent, how doſt thou > * 
Mul. Sir, very well, - 
I would to God we were at Hrians lodge. 
-Cla. We ſhall anon, 2 ounds harke, 
What meancs this noyſe? 
ler. Stay, heare horſemen. 
Cla. I heate footmen too. 
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broad, andtber'san end. 


The merry Deuill 


Ter, Nay then I have it, we have bin diſcouet d, 


And ve are followed by our fathers men. 


Adil. Brother and friend, alas what ſhall we doe? 

Cla. Siſter ſpeake ſofily or we are deſcride, 
They are hard vpon vs what ſo ere they be, 
Shadow your ſelte behind this brake of ferne, 
Weele get into the wood and let ihem paſſe. 


- 


Emer Sir lohn, Blagne, Smug, and Banks, one after another. 


Sir Je. Graſſe and hay, wee are all mortall, the keepers a- 


Ban. Sir john. | 
Sir Jo. Neighbour Bankes what newes ? 

Ban. z wounds Sir John the keepers are abroad; I was hard 

by am. 
on Io. Grafle and hay, wher's mine hoſt Blagar? . 

Bl. Here Metrapolitane, the philiſtines are vpon vs, be 
fiient, let vs ſerue the good Duke of Norfolkez but where i 
Smug. ä 
Sow Here, apoxe on yee all dogs; I hauekild the greateſt 
Bucke in Briax: walke, ſhift for your ſelues, all the keepers are 
vp, lets meete in Enfield church porth, away we are all taken 
els, Exemnt. 

Enter Brian with his man, and hic bond, 

Bri. Rapb hearſt thou any ſtirring. 

Rapb. lheard one ſpeake here hard by in the bottome; 
peace Maiſter, ſpeake low, zownes if I did not heare a bow 
goe off and the Bucke bray, I never heard deere in my life. 

Bri, When went your fellows out into their walks? 

Re An hower a goe. | FOLD 

Bri. S life is there ſtealers abroad, and they cannot heare of 
them! where the devill are my men to night ſirra goe vp the 
wind towards Buckleyes lodge. 

Ile caſt about the bottome with my hound, and I will meete 
thee vnder Cony ocke. 

Ra, IwWill Sir. Exit. 
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of Edmonton, 
Bri. How now? by the maſſe my hound ſtayes ypon ſome- 
thing, harlce, ha. ke, Bo jarke — 08 
1 444. Brothcr Franks lerninghewbrocher Clare, 

Bri, Peace, thats a womans voyce, ſtand, who's there, ſtand 
or Ile ſhoote. | 

Mb. O Lord. hold your hands, I mcane no harme fir, 

Bri. Speake, who ate you? 5 

Milli. I am a maid ſir, vho ? M. Brian? 

Bri. The very ſame, ſure I ſhould know her voyce, Miſtris 


| Afilliſcent. 


Atl. I. it is I ir. | 
Bri. God for his paſſion,what make you here alone, L lookd 
for you at my lodge an hower agpe,what meanes your compa- 
ny to leaue you thus? who brought you hither ? 
Mill. My brother Sir, and M. ſervingham,who hearing folks 
about vs in the Chaſe, feard ĩt had bin ' Arthur and my father, 


who had put ſude vs, thus diſpeatſed our ſclues till they were 


ſt vs. bk © 
5 Bo But where be they wal = 


© All, They be not ſatre off, here about thegroue. *® 6 


Enter Clare and lerygghaw, 
Cle. Be not aſraid man. tongue, thats certain. 
ſer. Call ſofily for your ſiſteè 5 
Cla. Aſillem. 

Mill. I brother, heete.. : 


Fri. M Clare. 


cl I told you it was Brien. eh; , 
Bri, Whoes that? M 7erniwghaws, you ate a couplę of hot- 
ſhots, does a man commit his wench to you, to put her to graſſe 


at this time of night ? 
ler, Wehearda about het iu the chaſe, 


c 


And fearing that Mm had purſude vs, 


ſeuerd our ſelues. 


CI. Brien how hapd ſt thou on her? D 
Bri. Seeking for ſtealers are abroad to night, 


My hound ſtaicd on her, and fo found her out. 
= | W->: ””. . 


T he merry Deuill 


| 
Ca. They were theſe ſtealers that affrighted vs, | 
I was hard vpon them, when they horft their Deere, 
And I percene they tooke me for a keeper. 
Bri, Which way tooke they! 
ler. Towards Enfeild. 


Bri, A plague vpon t, thats that damned Prieſt, & Blagae o 
the George, he that ſerues the good Duke of Norfolke. 


A noyſe within, Follow, follow, follow. 
Cle. Peace, thats my fathers voyce. 


Bri. Z ownds you ſuſpected them, and now they are heere 


indeed. 
ill. Alas,what ſhall we doe? | 
Bri, If you goe to the lodge you are ſurely taken, 
Stuke downe the wood to Enfeild prefently, 
And if Mouncbenſey come, Ile ſend him t yee: 
Let mee alone to buſsle with your father, 
I warrant you that I will keepe them play, 


Jy you haue quit the chaſc:away,away. 
N | 


es there? | Enter the Knights. 
® 55 Rap. In the kings name purſue the Rauiſher. 
Bri. Stand or Ie ſhoote. ; 


ws Ar. Whoes the 
Bri. I amthe keep 
You haue ſtollen my D | 
Sir Ar. We ſtolne thy Deere? we do purſue a thiefe; 
Bri. You are arrant theeues, and ye haue ſtolne my Deere. 
Sir Rap. We are Knights, fir Arthay Clareand fir Repb ler- 
Bri The more your ſhame that Knights ſhould bee ſuch 
thieves. | 


Sir Ar. Who ? or what art thou? 

Bri. My name is Brian,keeper ofthis walke. ®* 

Sir Rap. O Brianavillain, | 
Thou haſt received my daughter to thy lodge. 


Bri. Lou haue ſtolne the belt Deere in my walke to night, 
my Deere. 


Sr Ar. My daughter, 


charge you ſtand, 


of Edmonton. | 
Stop not my way. 2 ; — 
Bri. What make you in my walke? yc u haue ſtolne the beſt 

Bucke in my walke to night. 

Sw Ar. My daughter. 

Bra. My Deere, 
Sir Rap. Where 1s Mowntchehſey ? 
Bri, Wheres my Bucke. 
Sir Ar. ] will complaine me of thee tothe King. 
Bri, Ile complaine vnto the King you ſpoile his game: Tis 
ſtrange that men of your account and calling, will offer it, I 
tell you true, Sir Artbar and fir Raph, that none but you haue 
onely ſpoild my game. 
' Sr Ar. I charge you ſtop vs not. 

Bri. I charge you both ye get out of my ground. Is this 
a ume for ſuch as you, men ot place ana! of your grauny , to be 
abroad a;theeuing! tis a ſhame, and a fore God it I had ſhot at 
you, I had ſerude you well enough. 


Enter B anks the abe wot on his legs, 
Ban. & — a darlce night indeed, I thinke I haue 
bin in fifteene ditches bet weene this and the forreſt: ſoft, beers 


Enfeilde Church: I am fo wet with climiog over into an or- 
chard for to ſteale ſome filberts: well, heere Ile ſit in the Church 
porch and wait for the teſt of my conſort. | 


| Emter the Sexton. 
. Sex, Heeres a sky as blacke as Luciſer, God bleſſe vs, heere 
was goodman I hcophilus buried, hee was the beſt Nutcraker 
chat euer dweltin Enfeild: well, tis g. aclock;tis time to ring cur- 
ew. Lord bleſſe vs, what a white thing is that in the Church 
. O Lorde my are too weake for my body, my 
ire is too ſtiffe for my nighi · cap, my heart failes 3 this is the 
ghoſt of Theophilus,O Lord it fullowes me, I cannot ſay my 
1 one would giue me athouſand pound: good ſpirit, [ 
e bowld and drunke and followed the hounds with you a 


thouſand times, though Lhaue not the ſpirn now to deale with 
youzO Lord. : 


1 : Emey 


The merry Deuill 


Enter Prieſt. 


Prie. Graſſe and hey, we are all mortall, who's there? 

Sex. Weare graflc and hay indeede; I know you to bee 
Maſter Parſon by your phraſe. 

Pri. Sexton. 

Sex. ISiFr. 
Pune. For mortalities ſake , What's the matter? 

Sex. O Lord I am a man of another element; Maiſter 
T beophilu Ghoſt is in the Church porch, there was a hundred 
Cats all fire dancing here euen now; and they are clombe vp 
to the top of the ſteeple, ile not into the belltree for a world. 

Trie. O good Salomon; I hauc bin about a deede of darknes 
to night: O Lord Iſaw fiſteen ſpirits in the forreſt, like white 
bulles, if Llye I am un artant theefe: mortalitie haunts vyzgraſle 
and hay the deuills at our heeles, and lets hence to the parſo- 
Nagcs. Exeunt. 

The Miller comes out very ſoftly. 
A1ill. What noiſe was that? tis the watch, ſure that villa- 


nous vnlucky rogue Smug is taine vpon my life, and then all our 


villeny comes out, I heard one cry ſure. 
Emer Hoſt Blague. 


Heft. If I go ſteale any more veneſon, Iam a Paradox, s foct 
I can ſcarce beare the ſinne of my fleſh in the day, tis ſo heauy, 
f Iturne not honeſt, and ſerue the good Duke of Norfolke, as 
true mateterraneum $kinker ſhould doe, let me neuer looke 
higher then the element ofa Conſtable. 

Mula. By the Lord there are ſome watchmen; I heare 
them name Maiſter Conſtable, I would to God my Mill were 
an Eunuc h and wanted her ſtones, ſo I were hence. 

Heſt. Who's there ? 

Mille . Tische Conſtable by this light, Ile ſteale hence, and 

can meete mine boſt Blayse, ile tell hun how Smug 15 taine, 
and N U him to looke to him ſelle. Exit. 


Hof. 
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of Edmonton. 


Heſt. What the deuill is that white thing? this fame is a 
Church-yard, and I haue heard that ghoſts, and villenous gob- 
lins haue bcene ſcenc here. 


Ener Sexton and Prieff, 


Pri, Grafle and hay, O that I could coniure, wee ſaw a 


ſpirite hereinthe Church · yeard; and in the fallow field ther: 
the deuill, with a mans body vpon his backe in a white ſheet. 

Sex. It may be a womans bd Sir lohn, 

Pri. If ſhee be a woman, the ſheets damne her, 

Lord bleſſe vs, what a night of mortalitie is this. 

Hoſt, Prieſt. 

Pri. Mme hoſt. 

j _ Did you not ſee afpirit all in white, croſſe you at the 
lle? 

Prieſt. O no mine hoſt, but there ſate one in the porch, I 
haue not breath ynough left to bleſle me from the Deuill. 

Hoſt. Whoes that ? | 

Pri. The Sexton almoſt frighted out of his wits, 

Did you ec Banks,or Smug. 

Heft. No they are gone to Waltham, ſure I would faine 
hence, come, lets to my houſe, lle nere ſerue the duke of Norto!k 
in this faſhion againe whilſt I breath. If the deuill be amongſt 
vs, tis time to hoiſt ſaile, and cry roomer : Keepe together Sex- 
ton, thou art ſecret, what? lets be comfortable one to another. 

Pri. We ate all mortall mine hoſt. 

Heft. True, and Ile ſerue God in the night hereafter, afore 
the Duke of Norfolke. Exenm. 


Enter Sw Rapb EC lare,and Sr Arthar ] erwing bam tr 
Jung ther ports as new vp, 


Sir Rap. Good morrow gentle knight, 
A happy day after your ſhort nights reſt, 

Sw Ar. Ha, ha, ſir R- ſtirring ſo ſoone indeed, 
Bulady fir reſt would haue done right well, 
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T he merry Deuill 


Our riding late laſt night, has made mee drowſic, - 
Goe to goe to thiole dayes are gone with vs, 

Sw Ra. Sir Arthur, Si Arthur, care go with thoſe dayes, 
Let am euen goe together, let am goe. 

To ume ytaith that wee were in our graues 
When Children leaue obedience to their parents, 
When there's no ſcare of God, no care, no dutic. 
Well, well, nay nay, it (hall not doe, it ſhall nor, 
No Nountehenſey, thoult heare on t, thou ſhalt, 
Thou ſhalt yfa:th, Ile hang thy Son it there be law in England: 
A mans Child tauiſht from a Nunry ! LIM 
This is rare; well well, ther's one gone for Frier Hilderſam. 

dir Ar. Nay gentle Knight do not vexe thus, 

It will but hurt your health. 

' You cannot greeue mote then I doe, but to what end; bui har ke 
you Sir R pb, I was about to ſay ſomthing; it makes no matter, 
But hcarke you in your care; the Frier's a knaue, but God for- 


on me, a man cannot tel neither,s foot I am ſo out of patience, 
know not what to (ay. | 


Sir Ra. Ther's one went for the Frier an hower agocy 
Comes he not yet ! s foot it I do find knauery vnders cowle; i. 
uckle him: ile tirke him; here here hee's here, hee's here. 
Good morrow Fuer, good morrow gentle Frier. 


? 


Enter Hilderſbam. 


| Sir Ar. Good morrow father Hilderſham good morrow. 
Hu Good morrow teverend Knights vnto you both. 


d Ar. Father, how now? youheare how matters go, 
I am vndone, my Childe is caſt away, 


You did your beſt; atleaſt I thinkethe beſt, . 
But we are all croſt, flately all is daſht. 

Hud. Alas good knights, how mi aht the matter be ? 
Let mee vndet ſtand your greefe for Charity. 

Sir Ar. Who does not vnderſtand my griefes? alas alas 
And yet yee do not, will the Church permit, 
A Nun in approbation of her habit, - 


| To 
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of Edmonton. 
To be rauhe. 


Hild. A holy woman ,benedicite;now God Jed Goren t : 
{ould preſume to touch the ſiſter of a holy houſe ou * 
Sir Ar. Iheſus deliver mer. 


Sir Ra. Why Afilliſent the dau _ of this be, 
Is out of Cheſlon taken the laſt nig . 

F Was r — a Nun! 

Sir Re. Was (he 2? knavery, kria kn ; TI 
ſmell f tt ſme? it faith; is the wit m that Gore: . 1 
{o ! dooſt thou aske me that now! * 

Hild. Icli che firlt time thac Tere heard pfit. 

Sir Ar, That's very ſtrange, 

Sir Ra. Why tell me e x tell mee, thou tcountedaboly 
man, doe not play the hypocrite with me, nor beare with mee, 
I cannot diſlemble; did j pox ught but by thy own e 2b 7 
thy allowance? nay ortherl y Wwarrant: 

Hild. Why Reverend lenighe? | 

Sir Ra. Voreverend Frier. 

HFua. Nay then giue me leave fir to depart in qui et, l had 
h rouge ſene for de to ſome other end. 

2 Ar. Nay ſtay ge Fier, if any ching hath hapd, 
About this mattet in due to vs; - 

That thy ſtrickt order cannor iuſtifie, 
Admitit beſo, weil couer it, 

Take no caremanz” £ 
Diſclayme not yet thy counſell * aduiſe, 
The wiſeſt man that is may be orereacht. 

Hud. Sir Arthur, by my order and wy faith, 
I know not what yon meane. 

Sw Ar. By vour order, and yourfaih * s molt range 
of all: | 
Why tell mee Frier; are vot you Confeſſot to my Son N 

4 Ves tm l am: 

S$w Re. And did not this 1 knight here and my ſelke, 
Confeſſe with. you being his ghoſtly Father, 

To deale with him about th'unbanded ruarriage, 
Betwixt him and chat faire young: e ? | ws we 


The merry Deuill 


Hild. I ueuer heard of any match intended. 
vir Ar. Did not we breake our minds that very time, 
That our deuice of making her a Nun, 
was but a coloer and a very plotte, 
To put by young Aowncbenſeyilt not true? 
1. The more I ſtriue to know what you ſhould meane, 


the leſle I vaderſtand you. 


$i Rap. Did not you tell vs ſtill how Peter Fabell at length 


would croſle vs if we tooke not heed? 

Hud. Thave heard of one that is a great magician, 
But hees about the Vanuuecſ! 1 

S Rap. Did not you ſend your nouice Benedic, 


To perſwade the gule to leaue Mauutchenſeys loue, 
To crolle chat Peter Fabell in his art, 


And to that purpoſe made him viſitor? 
Hild. I neuer ſent my nouice from the houſe, 
Nor haue we made our viſitation yet. ä 
Si Ar. Neuer ſent hun? nay, did he not goe? and did no 
I direct him to the houſe, and conferre with him by the way? 


and did he not tell me what charge he had receiued from you? 
word by word, as I requeſted at your hands? 


Hud. That you thall know, hee came along with me, and 
ſtayes without come hither Benedic. Enter Benadic. 


Tong Benedic, were you ere ſent by me to Cheſſon Nunnery 


for a viſitor? ? 
Ben. Neuer (1r,truely. 
Sir Ar. Stranger then all the reſt. 


Str Rap. Did not I direct you to the houſe > 
Confer with you from Waltham Abby 


Vnto Cheſlon wall? 


Ben. I neuer ſa you fir before this hower. 


Sir Rapb. The deuill thou didſt not, hoe Chamberlen. 
Chamb. Anon, non. 


gir RA Call mine hoſt Blegwe hither. 


Cla. Iu ill ſend one over to fee it he be vp, Ithinke he bee 
ſcarce ſtirring yet. 


Sir Rep. Why knaue, didſt thou not tell me an hower ago 


JUNE | 


of Edmonton, 


? 
Cham. _ my Maſter's vp. 
Sir Ra. Lou knaue, is a vp, and is a not yp ? 

Doſt thou mecke mee? M Un 
Cham. I ſir, my M. is vp,butIthinke M. Z/egue indeed be 


mine hoſt was vp 


not ſlirrmg}? 

Sir Rap. Why, who's thy Maſter? is not the Miſter of the 
l.oule thy Maſter? 

Ch. Yes fir,but M.B lagwe dwells ouer the way. 

Sw Ar. Is not this the George? before God theres ſome vil- 
Lany in this. 

Cham. S foote out ſignes remooud, this is ſtrange. 


Enter Blague triſſing bus points. 


Bla. Chamberlen,ſpeake vp to the new lodg'ngt, 
B:d Nell looke well to the bakt meats, 
How now my old Iencrts banke,my horſe, 
My caſtle, lie in Waltham all night, and not 
vnder the Canopie of your hoſt Blaues houſe. | 
Sr Ar. Mine hoſt, mine holt, we lay all night at the George 
in Waltham, but whether the George be your tec · ſimple or 
no. tis a doubtfull queſtion, looke vpon your ſigne. | 
Hoff. Body of Saint George, this is mine ouerthwart neigh- 
bour hath done this to ſeduce my blind cuſtomers, lle tickle 
his Cataſtrophe for this ; If I doe not indite him at next aſſifles 
for Burglary,lct me dic ofthe yellowes, for I ſeetiz no boote in 
theſe daves to ſerue the good Duke of Nortolke, the villanous 
world is turnd manger, one Iade deceiues another, and your 
Oſtler playes his part commonly for the fourth ſhare. haue wee 
— omedies in hand, you whorcſon villanous male London 
etcher. | 
Sir Ar. Mine hoſt, we haue had the moylingſt night of ii that 
euer we had in our hues. | 
Hoſt. Iſt certaine? 
Ss Rap. We baue bin in the Forreſt all night almoſt. 


Hop. S foot how did I miſſe ay hart I was a _— a 
2 ucke 


The r Den „ 

Bucke there. 4 15 BNP! 4 
Hoſt. Were you my noble I 6: / you a ary 
fogting, Sine Cerere & Baocho froger Y 
adesta prouided for a marriage, matt in my 


O 


A marriage inne hoſt?ſʒͥͥBs) 
Feſt. c copulaive.s gallant matchhetweene 
your daughter, and M.Reymond Alountchenſey,youg Iuucalus. 
Fir Ar. How? 1 1 
Hoſt. Tis tame,tis done, „ % 02 
Weele ſhew you a preſident ⁊᷑ th ciuill law fort. 


Sw Rap. How | warricd ! 8 
Hoſt. Leauetrickes, and admiration, theres a cleanely paire 
of ſheetes in the bed in Orchard chamber, and they ſhall lie 
there, Hat? Ile doe 1 le ſerue the good Duke of Norfolke. 
Sir Ar. T hou ſhaltrepent rhis Blague. = 
Sir Rap. Ifany law in England will make thee ſmart for 
this, expect it with all ſeuerity. 8 
Hed. Ircnounce your dchance, if you parle ſo roughly, lle 
barracado my gates againſf you: ſtand faire bully /Pricſ come 
off from the rereward 3 what can you lay now? twas done in 
my houſe, I haue ſnelter i th Court for t, Dee Tee your bay win- 
dow? I ſerue the good duke of Norfolk, & tis his lodging. ſtorm 
I care not ſeruing the good Duke of Norfolk: thou art an actor 
in enn carry fire in thy face e ternally. 


Euter Sunn, Manie beſey, Harry clas ad Aliuſtent. 
a We 


Sung. Fire, s blood theres no fire in England like your Tri- 
niqado facke ʒis any man heerehumiotous? we Nolethe veniſon, 
aud week juſhbe u: ſay you now. 0 , | 
Hie. In good ſooth Smivg theres more ſacke bn the fire 
Fung. x 

Swe. I. do not take any exceptions againſt yout ſacke , but 
rw, lend mee a picke ſt. ffe. ile tudgle them all hence by this 


Heft. 
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Hoſt, 1 ſay thou ſhalt in to the Celler. eels 
Sn. 5 foot'tnine'Hoſt, ſhalls vor grapple x 
Praypray you; Icouſd fight no for all the world like a Coc- 
' katrices ege; ſhals not ſerue the Dice of Norſolke? Exit. 

Heſt. In skipper in. | 
* 2 An, 'Strra, hath 'youms Mowntchen/ey married your 

od hen Ne ee 

Ha, Cle. Tis Certaine Sir 3 her's the prieſt that couple d 
them; the parties ioyned, and the honeſt witneſſe that cride, 
men. | 
0 Mount. Sit Artbur Clere my new created Father, I beſeecli 
you heare mee. ä 

Sir Ar. Sir Sir, you are a fooliſh boy, you haue done that 
you cannot anſwere; Fdate be bould to-ceazcher from you, for 
ſhee s a profeſt Nun. COLI e: 

Mul. With pardon fir, at name is quite vndone, 

This true-loue knot canceNegboth maid and Nun. 

When firſt you told me I ſhovld act that part, 

How cold and bloody it erept oremy hart! a 
To Cheſſon with a ſmiling brow I went, AT. 
But yet, deere fir, N was to this intent, 70 1 
That my ſweete Raywondmighthnd better meanes 
To ſteale me thenee: in breefe diſguiſd he came, 

Like Nouice to old father Hilderſhaws. 

His tutor here did act that cunning part, 

And in our loue hath reynd much wit to art. 

Cla. Is't euen ſo 

Aal. With pardon therfore wee intreat your ſmiles, 
Loue thwarted turnes itſelfe to thouſand wiles. 

Cla. Young Maiſter Jerningbam, were you an actor, in 

your owne loues abuſeꝭ 
ler. My thoughts, good fir, 
Did labour ſeriouſly vnto this end, 
To wrong my fecifecreide abuſe my friend. 

Heb. Le ſpeakes like a Batchelor of mulicke all in Num- 
bers; knights if I ha knowne you would haue let this couy of 
Paruidges fit thus long vpon = knees vnde r my ſigne poll, 
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I would haue ſpred my dorewith old Couerlids, 
Sw Ar. Well ſir, for this your figne was remoued, was it ? | 
Hol. Faith wee followed the directions of the deuill, 

Maſter Peter Fabell and Smwg,Lord blelle vs, could neuet ſtand 

vpright knce. | 
Sr Ar. You ſit, twas you was his miniſter that married them. 
dir Jo. Sir to proue my ſelfe an honeſt man, being that I was 

laſt nightin the — ſtealmg Veniſon; now fir io haue you 
ſtand my friend, if that matter ſhould bee calld in queſtion, [ 
married you daughter te this worthy gentleman. 
Sw Ar. I may chaunce to requite you, and make your necke 
crack fort. 
Sir Jo. If you doe, I amas reſolute as my 

Neighbour vicar of Waltham Abby: a hem, 

Graſle and hay,wee are all morcall, 

Lets line till we be hangd mine haſt, 

And be merry and theres an end. 
Fab. Now knights I enter, now rn y part begins. 

To end this difference, know,at firſt I knew 

What you intended, ere your loue tooke flight, 

From old Moxntchen/e5:you ſir Arthur Clare, 

Were minded to haue married this ſweete beauty, 

To y ong Fraxke Ierning ham; to croſſe which match, 

1 oſde ſome pretty Neights,but I proteſt 

duch as but ſate vpon the skirts of Art. 

No coniurations, nor ſuch weighty (pclls, 

As tie the ſoule to their performancy: 

Theeſe for his loue who once was my deere puple, 

Hauel effected: no mee tlinłss tis ſtrange, 

That you being old in wiſedome ſhould thus knit, 

Your forehead on this match; ſince reaſon failes, 

No law cancurbe the louers raſh attempt, 

Veares in reſiſting this are ſadly ſpent : 

Smile then ypon your daughter and kind ſonne, 

And let our toyle to future ages proue, 

The deuill of Edmonton did good in Loue. 

Sir Ar. Well tis in vaine to croſſe the prouidence : 


Deere 


"Rx" 


of Edmonton, 


Deere Sonne, I take thee vp into my hart, 
Riſe daughter, this is a kind fathers part. 
Hoſt. Why Sir George ſend for — noiſe, preſently, 
Ha, er t be night, ile ſerue the good Duke of Notfolke. 
Pri, Graſſe and hay, mine boſt, lets live till we die, and be 
mery and ther s an end. 
Sir Ar. What, is breakfaſt ready mine Hoſt ? 
Heſt. Tu my little Hebrew. 
Sir Ar. Sirra ride ſtrait to Cheſſen Nuncy, 
Fetch thence my Lady,the houſe I know, 
By this time miſſes their yong votary: 


Come knights lets in. | 

Bil. Iwill to horſe preſentlye ſir a plague a my Lady, I 
ſhall miſſe a good breakfaſt. Sag how you cut ſo 
plaguely behind Swag? 


Sme. Stand away; ile founder yau elſe. 

Bil, Farewell Smmg,thou art in another element. 

Sm. I will be by and by, I will be Sir George againe, 

Sir Ar. Take heed the fcllow do not hurt himſelfe. | 

Sir * Did we not laſt night find two S. Georges here. 

Fab. Yes Knights, this martialſt was one of them. 

cu. Then thus conclude your night of meriment. 
Exem One,. 
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